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"WHITELAW REID REFUSES TO ACCEPT THE NEW YORK < SENATORSHIP, 


“I cannot marry you, my pretty maid!” 
“Nobody axed you, sir!” she said 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


We go forth not merely to gain a partisan advantage, 
but pledged to give to those who trust us the utmost bene- 
fits of a pure and honest administration of national 


affairs. —GROVER CLEVELAND. 





hen the old Bourbon crawls out 

of his hole as he hears the long unwonted 
jubilation of the Democratic rooster; when he 
flings to the breeze the mattress of hair and 
beard that he has grown under a holy vow 
through a quarter of a century of Republican 
administration; when he rubs his withered old 
hands and dreams of plunging them once again 
into a bath of government gold; when his 
hungry eye sparkles with a forecast of pomp 
and power; when he lifts his quavering voice 
to praise the good old days that have come 
again—why, then the old Bourbon will have 
one moment of unalloyed joy before he realizes 
that his awakening is more bitter than all the 
dreamy, dreary years of sleep and retirement. 

* . * 

It will be some time before the whole truth 
is borne in on him; but, sooner or later, he 
must face the truth. The good old days have 
not come again. ‘They can never come again. 
They and he are things of the past. The 
Democratic party is in power once more; but 
it is not the same party, and the power it holds 
is not the same, nor held by the same warrant. 
Nor is that power to be used for the same ends. 
It will be a cruel awakening for the old Bour- 
bon; he will refuse to believe his senses for a 





while; he will cry out against the new order of 
things; but there is nothing for him but to 
accept the dispensation, and, for his own good, 
to conform himself as far as he may to the 
standards of the hour. 

* ” * 

That old Bourbon went into his hole after 
the great defeat of his party, twenty-four years 
ago. He had tasted the delights of party as- 
cendancy; he had enjoyed a tyrant’s share of 
the tyranny which his party exercised over the 
country. Defeat and dethronement were bitter 
to him, so bitter that, in dwelling on his own 
misery, he forgot to ask himself why he was 
defeated and dethroned. He cared nothing 
for the lesson of his fall. He dreamed only of 
a day when he might regain the heights from 
which he had been cast out. And so he hid 
himself, and sulked, and waited for the whirli- 
gig of Time to bring in his revenges. ‘The 
younger men of his party carried on the fight, 
and failed, as he had failed, so long as they 
had to meet a party strong in principle, in the 
honesty and unselfishness of its members, and 
in the holy justice of its cause. But the day 
came when this new party began to turn aside 
from the straight and narrow path and to fol- 
low in the footsteps of its predecessor. It had 
no longer a purpose; it had only an object, 
and that object was Gain. Swollen with pride 
and profit, it came at last to such a pass of folly 
that it attempted as pernicious a wrong against 
the country as ever the old Democracy was 
guilty of—it planned the legitimization of cor- 
ruption. 

* ° * 

That was the hour of the younger Democrats. 
They had learned the lesson of tneir generation 
of defeat. When the clean men among the 
Republicans rose in revolt against the iniquity 
of their leaders, they found the Democrats 
ready to join forces with them on a basis of 
common honesty. On that basis the fight was 
fought and won, and on that basis the Demo- 
crats were intrusted with the government of the 
country. 


* 
* ” 





| 
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On that basis there is no room for the Bour- | 


bon. He has nothing in common with those 
who now form the controlling element of his 
party. He no more represents the Democracy 
of 1884 than Secor Robeson or Stephen Dorsey 
represent the Republicans of 1861. Everything 
that was a vital issue to him twenty-odd years 


ago is to-day as dead as the Pharaohs. The | 


popular idea of the end and aim of government | 


is wholly changed. He went to sleep in an age 
when men believed that “to the victors belong 
the spoils.” He wakes up in a time when the 
watchword of victory is: “ Public Office is a 
Public Trust.”” He wakes up to contemplate a 
spectacle such as his wildest fancy could not 
have conjured up—to see his party put into 
power by honest Republicans, who for their 
brave and loyal help ask no other recompense 
than this—that they, as private citizens, shall 
be honestly and wisely governed. 





There is just one solitary course for the re- 
suscitated Bourbon to pursue, and he will pur- 
sue it. After he has made an end of howling 
at “ Republicaa dictation,’ and “ the abandon- 
ment of Democratic principles ””—and that howl 
he is bound to raise—he will slowly make up 
his mind to the fact that the restoration of his 
party to power does not mean that the govern- 
ment is handed over to him to use as his private 
property; but simply that he has been allowed 
a chance to show whether or no he can satisfy 
the people of the United States as a public 
servant. And when this great truth dawns on 
him, we venture to say that, with the aid of a 
little mild coércion from the younger men of 
his own political faith, he will accept the in- 
evitable, cut his hair, learn the rules of civil- 
service reform, and go to work. We venture 
to say that he will do this, If, by any extra- 
ordinary perversity, he does zof, in four years 
he will be sent back to his hole for a genteel 
but hopeless permanency. 


We are naturally gentle, considerate, and un- 
willing to wound the feelings of others. These 
bright traits in our character may not have been 
clearly observable at various times during the 
recent heated term; but they exist, neverthe- 
less. And it is with profound pain that we feel 
ourselves obliged to call the attention of the 
editor of the late Mr. Blaine’s ex-organ to the 
fact that he is exhausting his vitality and wear- 
ing away his young soul with barren previous- 
ness in declining the nomination for New York’s 
next Senatorship before it is offered to him on 
the golden platter of an overwhelming popu- 
larity. Why, we ask him in all sympathetic 
sadness, why must he thus expose himself to the 
jeers of a cruel world? Is not the wintry day 
cold enough for him? Let him pause ere the 
habit of refusal takes a fatal hold upon him. 
Some day, by mere force of habit, he may re- 
fuse the Presidency, and inflict an irreparable 
injury upon the country. 


Franklin Edson, Esqg.—Sir: 


In this new era of political reform and clean- 
liness, you stand out as one strong contrasting 
figure. You alone, in this hour, when the country 
is rejoicing over the great rebuke that has been 
administered to the spirit of corruption—you 
alone have chosen to put yourself on record as 
the friend and ally of all that is bad, of all that 
is mean, of all that is wholly vicious and un- 
patriotic in our political system. Into your 
motives no one wishes to inquire. ‘There may 
be some way in which you can get what you 
consider an equivalent for the disgrace you 
have brought upon yourself. If there is, make 
the best of it. You have earned yourself a 
place in the history of the city. ‘There is but 
one man whose record can rival yours. Future 
generations will decide which did the greatest 
injury to the city of New York and ‘the citi- 
zens who trusted him—you or William Marcy 
‘Tweed 
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A GOOD LITTLE MAN. 





The driver on that cross-town car was big- 
ger than John Lawrence Sullivan. He looked 
as if he could stand up through four or five 
rounds against that eminent professor of the 
art of destruction. He had a peculiar expres- 
sion about his countenance that made him look 
like a “bad man.”’ On close examination the 
observer would have found that the expression 
was caused by the driver’s having one brown 
eye and one green eye, even as Boston’s famous 
bull-dog, Ben, has. ‘The driver’s hat, a slouched 
one, was pulled down over the ill-matched visual 
organs. ‘The turned-up red nose of the man 
almost met the projecting brim of the hat. Un- 
der the nose was a stubby brown moustache 
and a square-cut mouth that indicated sham- 
rock blood and ‘l'ammany political affiliations. 
‘The driver did not appear to be in a good 
humor. He mumbled fierce oaths under his 
orange-tawny beard, and looked as if he wanted 
to devour some gore or a keg of nails. He 
had no particular reason for being out of humor. 
He was simply angry on general principles, be- 
cause a good-humored car-driver would be in- 
conceivable. 

‘The car was nearly filled with ladies. Most 
of them were young, and some were fair, and 
all carried bundles. At one of the avenues a 
fair and gentle-looking dude entered the car. 
His silk hat shone with the innocence of youth. 
His flaxen hair was banged across his alabaster 
brow, and his gray eyes looked softly out upon 
the loveliness before them. His moustache was 
small, but beautifully waxed and perfumed with 
the spices of Araby the blest. His necktie was 
“‘smoke-blue,”? and a small diamond nestled 
therein. His five-button cutaway was fine, and 
his satin-lined overcoat was superb. His brown 
and black striped trousers were the work of an 
artist tailor in a moment of inspiration, and his 
patent-leather shoes were faultily faultless, This 
sweet creature deposited his fare in the box 
and sat down between two lovely beings, and 
dreamed that he was a Mahometan in heaven. 

The driver looked into the fare-box and then 
back into the car. Pretty soon he opened the 
door and, in a gruff voice, said: 

“Tm one fare short here, please.” 

No one paid the slightest attention to the 
driver, who drove on. Another minute fled into 
the irrevocable past, and then the driver looked 








in once more, this time fixing his brown-green 
glare on the fair dude. 

“1’m one fare short here, d’ye understand ?” 
said he, in a loud voice. 

Every one looked at him, and then every one 
looked at every one else, except the woman 
with six bundles in the corner; and she looked 
out of the window. ‘Then the driver stopped 
the car. He knew he wouldn’t get that fare, 
but he was going to have satisfaction out of 
somebody. He couldn’t do much with the 
women, and the dude was the only male person 
in the car, ‘The driver tied the lines around the 
brake-handle and entered the car, He marched 
up to the poor dude and stood before him. 

“I’m one fare short, d’ye hear ?”’ he said. 

“ Aw--—l’m—aw—very sorry to heah it,’’ re- 
plied the dude. 

“« But it’s your fare I want, ye young monkey!” 
thundered the driver. 

“ Aw—my deah fellah—aw—my fare is in— 
aw—the box.” 

“D’ye mean to say I lie?” screamed the 
driver, dancing about madly. 

** Aw—well—it—aw—looks so,”’ replied the 
dude, in a sad tone. 

“ Whoo—o—o—o-—p!” screamed the driver, 
seizing the dude by the collar, while the ladies 
screamed and crowded to the end of the car. 

‘The driver swung the dude clear above the 
floor and hurled him down upon it with a tre- 
mendous crash. ‘Then he kicked the prostrate 
form with both feet, and jumped upon it, and 
sat on it, and danced on it, and otherwise bru- 


tally maltreated it. The ladies, who were in | 


the forward end of the car, screamed for the 
police and tried to climb out of the windows, 
Finally the driver was out of wind and had to 
desist. 

Then the dude quietly arose from the floor, 
shook the dust off his coat and straightened 
out his collar. ‘Then, looking calmly at the 
driver, he said: 

‘‘Aw- are you—aw—quite through?” 

The driver staggered back astounded. 

“ Ain’t you dead ?” he said to the dude. 

“Oh, no,”’ was the answer: “ did you—aw— 
think you—aw—had hurt me?” 

‘* Well, I gave you a thumpin’ that would ha’ 
killed most fellers o’ your size. Who the blazes 
are you, anyhow ?” 

“My name is—aw—Petahs; I’m a college— 
aw—foot-ball playah.” 
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Wuy NEED WE GO TO THE FAR WEsT TO ENJOY THE PICTURESQUENESS OF FRONTIER LIFE 
WHEN WE SEE IT Every Day IN Our Own City ? 








Now that the farming ’s over, 
And I’m a household fixture, 

I make my old-time tonic, 
Aunt Judy’s Household Mixture. 


In all the Beanville papers 
My “ad” is always booming; 
I advertise my mixture, 
And keep the business booming. 
In the Bloomfield Buster, 
In the Oshkosh Chronicle, 
I tell the coughing public 
That mine is just the tonic ’ll 
Stop that awful hacking, 
If one would have the gumption 
To try Aunt Judy’s Mixture 
And knock the old consumption, 
I letters have from preachers, 
Confectioners and lawyers, 
And festive undertakers, 
And actresses and sawyers, 
When comes the sunny Spring-time, 
And bees are making honey, 
Out of the old cough-mixture 
I'll have a pile of money. 
And while the birds are singing 
So sweetly in the cherry, 


A nobby Queen Anne cottage 
I’ll build at Dobb's Ferry. 


GROVER CLEVELAND has a double, but Ben 
Butler has no duplicate in the civilized world. 
‘That is one of the reasons we have an annual 
Thanksgiving Day. 


A St. Louis man has discovered that cod- 
fish skin, when properly tanned, makes elegant 
leather; it is of a dearl-gray color and very 
tough. We thought the codfish must have been 
made for something else than food. 


THE STATE OF NortH CAROLINA claims to 
have a larger variety of minerals than any other 
country in the world. In the vastness of its 
claims the State of North Carolina reminds us 
of the late-lamented Republican Committee. 


THREE MASSACHUSETTS policemen, after fif- 
teen years’ service on the force, have been dis- 
charged, and immediately applied for places in 
the alms-house. We presume it is difficult for a 
man to work after fifteen years of luxurious 
idleness, 


THE THIRD Company Cleveland and Hen- 
dricks Wholesale Dry-Goods Club gave a Rati- 
fication Dinner at Mouquin’s, on the 24th of 
November. ‘The great hilarity and fun of this 
joyful celebration may be imagined by casting 
the optics on the following menu ; 

Blue (disap)Point(ed) Republican Oysters—Deep S(h)ell. 
Macaroni Soup, with Burnt Letters, 
Salt River Fish—Logan Sauce, 
Roast Blaine Beef—Buffalo Sauce. 

Gould Beans (strung up)—Burchard Potatos. 
Plumed Knight Goose, well cooked—Hocking Valley Sauce. 
Jones and Elkins Salad—well mixed. 

Butler Patties—Cockeye Sauce. 

Majority Pudding. 

Sun-Struck Fruit. Little Rock Taffy. 

Belva Coffee (very weak). 

St. John’s Sunday Drink Whiskey Sour (very strong). 

Independent Cigars. 
Bloody Shirt Claret. Cleveland Champagne (new). 
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PUCK. 





HINTS TO HOUSE-KEEPERS. 





IV. 

A love of the hearth-stone is implanted in the 
breast of every being, be he civilized Christian 
or rude untutored savage. Home is a word 
that makes all the world kin. The man who 
has a comfortable, happy home never forgets 
how blest he is. He may tire of other things, 
but he never tires of his home. He always has 
it in his mind in some way. He is either think- 
ing of the new coat of paint he hopes to be 
able to put on in the Fall, or of the new lace- 
curtains for the parlor, or of a Persian rug to 
take the place of the old ingrain carpet in the 
dining-room, or of some means of prying off 
the mortgage. 

And his wife gives parties, that her neighbors 
may see her new lot of dric-d-brac, and gold 
wall-paper, and brass fender, and the black 
screen with Japanese birds on it, and all the 
luxuries and ornaments of the establishment. 
A woman is always proud of her furniture and 
carpets and curtains. She feels that the carpet 
is too good to be walked on, and she won’t al- 
low any one to stand on a chair to drive a nail 
into the wall. When you attempt to enter the 
parlor she will ask you if you are sure that you 
have wiped your feet. 

In short, she is proud of her home. She is 
so proud of it that she is always working for its 
improvement. ‘That is the reason that a wo- 
man’s work is never done. If she isn’t making’ 
a handsome mantel lambrequin out of macramé 
cord that cost thirty-seven cents a bunch, she 
is fastening five cents’ worth of sky-blue ribbon 
to an old horse-shoe to hang in the library. If 
she isn’t arranging dead leaves and grasses on 
a sheet of paste-board with a view to framing 
them, she is mixing up ferns and cat-tails in 
the wall-pocket. 

Or else she is working a picture of the walls 
of ‘Troy into a tidy, or utilizing her husband’s 
cast-off scarfs and satin overcoat lining for pin- 
cushions and crazy-quilts. She will go out and 
find an oval stone, and paint a flower on it, 
and set it on the table for a paper-weight; and 
when it rolls off the table on your feet you will 
think of anything but a paper- 





force the needle through with a brush-handle, 
and have the handle slip off and send the needle 
flying head first through his thumb, All these 
reflections fill him with sunshine, because they 
are so strongly associated with home. 

It is not always the costliest home that is the 
happiest. Now, take the Indian wigwam, It 
doesn’t contain the luxuries of the bank-presi- 


dent’s home, All the carpet is an odd robe or 
E | the boss turkey-cock, scratched straw and dirt 


two; the luxurious arm-chair is the ground, and 
there is no $ri¢-d-brac except a scalp or two. 
Yet the Indian is happy. There is not a shadow 
to dim the pure old-gold sunshine of his wild 
life. He sees the smoke curl softly upward 
from under the kettle that contains his meal, 
and float away through the rustling needles of 
the pine. 

This picture makes his happiness complete, 
as he lies on the ground calmly smoking and 
watching his wife do all the work. It is no 
wonder the Indian likes home, because that is 
the place where he never has anything to do 
but sit around and sleep. When he comes in 
from the hunt he is never sent off to the village 
to have some cretonne matched, or told to sit 
and hold three or four hanks of yarn that are 
to be wound; he doesn’t have to take care of 
the papoose while his squaw goes out shopping ; 
he doesn’t have to stand on a barrel and _ build 
up the obstinate stove-pipe section by section, 
with the soot pouring down in his eyes. He 
isn’t asked what every woman he met had on, 
and is consequently not blown up for not hav- 
ing noticed. 

Think what a happy home the Indian has, 
when you come to consider that his wife does 
n’t wear silk dresses, or twenty-dollar bonnets, 
or care anything about the opera, or horses 
and carriages. Why, the squaw is perfectly 
happy in a blouse and a pair of army trousers, 
The noble woman makes every sacrifice to ren- 
der her husband happy. He never knows what it 
is to be kept awake half the night to be talked 
into making some frivolous and unnecessary 
purchase, or to learn that the squaw in the next 
wigwam possesses something that his does not. 
These are some of the things that tend to make 
the Indian’s home happy. R. K. M. 





BARN-YARD FABLES. 





THE WIsE TuRKEY-COCK. 


On the day after Thanksgiving there were a 
great many loose feathers blown about Silas 
Groot’s barn-yard, and here and there a gory 
head lying among the refuse told of the terrible 
slaughter of the previous day. John Dindon, 


over these sad relics of departed friends, and 
counted over those who had been spared. Only 
five turkey-hens were left, young, inexperienced 
things, who had escaped death because of their 
immaturity. Calling them together, John Din- 
don said to them: 

“The awful day of Thanksgiving, fatal to 
our breed, has passed. It will not come again 
for a year: let us eat, drink and be merry, for 
a year is a long time, and who knows what good 
fortune may happen to us in the meantime ?”’ 

‘Then John Dindon and the five turkey-hens 
set themselves to feasting and to gorging, and 
they ate the more as they made free with the 
portions of those who had departed. They 
waxed fat and sleek, until their weight became 
so great that they could scarcely walk; and they 
gave no thought to the morrow, but looked for- 
ward to a life of gluttony and happiness. 

Silas Groot rejoiced with them, for he said to 
himself: 

“These turkey-hens have grown large and 
fat, and they will bring a good price in the 
market come Christmas Day.” 

Now John Dindon had given no thought to 
Christmas Day. On the day before Christmas 
Day Silas Groot was seized with a sickness of 
which he died, and when the lawyers had set- 
tled his estate to their satisfaction—lo, the 
turkey-hens and John Dindon had died of old 
age. 

MoraL—Carpe diem. 

W. R. BENJAMIN. 








An ENGLISH SwALLOW—A Toby of Ale. 





UNDER THE RosE—Your Neighbor’s Hens. 





weight. 

‘The man who has no home 
is, if anything, fonder of home | 
than any one else, because he is 
always thinking of the happi- 


HIS TIME HAS COME. 




















ness of home when he reflects 
on the homelessness of his con- 
dition. But in his mind he 
builds himself a lordly pleasure- 
house, which he some day hopes 
to occupy. In other words, he 
plans himself an ideal home. 
And he plans it as carefully and 
methodically as though he were 
doing it on paper, with the 
money in his pocket to begin 
building on the morrow. 

He decides just how many 
rooms he is going to have on 
each floor, and the kind of fur- 
niture and pictures that are to 
decorate them. He knows just 
how everything is going to look, 
and just how happy he is going 
to be as he swings to and fro 
before the open fire in his old 
easy-chair, surrounded by all 
the refining influences of home. - 
































He looks forward to the time | 
when he will not have every- | 
thing to say himself; when he | 
will not be able to stay out half | 
the night without giving an ac- 
count of himself; when he will 
not have to sew on his own but- 
tons, when he will not have to | 
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ARRIVAL AT THE BARBER’S OF A PARTY WHO MADE A Vow TWENTY YEARS AGO NOT TO SHAVE OR HAVE Hts 
Hair Cut uNnTIL A DEMOCRATIC PRESIDENT WAS ONCE MORE AT THE HEAD OF THE NATION. 
Voice ( from cellar).—** N-n-ne-ext!” 
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PUCK. 





HOW TO GET RID OF 
We give below a few specimen poses. 


X 


si 





«* Mercury.” 





s¢ Atlas.” 


TO PAINTERS. 


THE STUDIO BORE—INVITE HIM TO ACT AS A MODEL. 


piuareeretenes 

















** The Escape.” 
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«¢ Boyhood Days; or, Turning the Cart-wheel.” 


(Suggested by the Fliegende Blatter.) 





























THE JOINT LEASE. 





Ann Elize Perkins and old Melindy Simonds 
had agreed to rent Deacon Pogram’s little white 
house on East Street together. Miss Perkins 
was to have the east side and Miss Simonds the 
west side of the house, the little square entrance- 
hall and big chimney remaining common prop- 
erty. That was the latest bit of news discussed 
by the gossips in Beanville, and the question 
uppermost in every mind was: 

“ How long will they be able to live together 
without quarreling ?” 

“They’re pesky critters, both on ’em,” said 
old Peleg Fitch, as he sat drying his feet at the 
post-office stove: “and they tell me they’re 
goin’ to take the haouse a month on trial. 
Naow, I'll bet ye this ’ere partnership arrange- 
ment o” theirn don’t last mor’n a week at the 
farthest; or I’ll bet ye we'll go up there any 
day ye like, ’n’ find ’em a wranglin’ ’n’ a quar- 
relin’ over suthin’ er nuther.”” 

“Tl take ye,’ said old Silas Deuzenbury: 
n’ we'll step up there naow, fur I told Me- 
lindy I'd drop in ’n’ help her fix up some 
shelves in her pantry. Then we’ll step over to 
Henry’s ’n’ hev a little old Medford rum, which 
the one es loses ’Il pay fur.” 

_“Pm with ye, Silas,” said Peleg, starting to 
his feet, and straightening his rheumatic old 


“? 





joints; and the two started off together, followed 
by half-a-dozen grinning villagers. 

It was agreed that they should open the door 
without knocking, so as to surprise the two old 
crones if they happened to be engaged in one 
of their disputes. Walking quietly down the 
little path, they flung the door wide open, and 
stood on the threshold listening for sounds of 
domestic strife. 

There was a quick patter of footsteps on either 
side, two doors opened simultaneously, and two 
high voices were heard in concert. 

One calied out: 

“‘Melindy, be you a-goin’ to let that door 
stand open with the wind comin’ in right on 
my side? I'll let ye know I’ve got some rights 
in this haouse!” 

The other shouts in precisely the same key: 

“ Don’t ye know well enough, Ann Elize, the 
hinges o’ that door is on my side? Naow, I 
suppose ye want to have ’em all wore aout with 
the door a-swingin’ that way!” 

Silas admitted that Peleg had won the bet. 








It 1s always on the coldest kind of a cold 
day that your furnace gets so badly out of order 
that you can’t start a fire. In August, when 
the refrigerator won’t work, the furnace is in 
the best of health. 





FREE LUNCH. 





“ PALERMO, FORMERLY the champion city in 
Italy for beggars, now occupies only the sev- 
enth rank,” says the Sun, At last we have 
found out whence our great army of tramps 
comes. 





‘THE GREAT scientist Vulpian says that chol- 
era is only paralysis of the liver. Paralysis it 
is; but—liver? Why, the man who has got 
cholera ain’t a liver, Not much he ain’t. Not 
after the cholera has got a grape-vine twist on 
him. 





A BROOKLYN PAPER recently suggested that 
it would be wise for mothers, instead of allow- 
ing their daughters to do such work as pleases 
them, to accustom them, when at home, to such 
work as they will have to do when married. 
This is a mighty good idea. The mother can 
have a heap of fun by making the daughter sit 
up till 12:45 A. M., and then come in, disguised 
in some of the old man’s clothes, and hiccough 
and swear at the girl, and fall over her feet, 
and see how the girl likes it. And the girl can 
get square with her mother for past scoldings 
by calling her “a beast,’ and threatening to 
leave her. And what a jolly time the Brooklyn 
boys will have after they’re married! 
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BROTHER SHINBONES TRIES BUNKO. 


The sun had sunk to rest behind the flats. 
The gray clouds had gathered in the West and 
the stars were beginning to twinkle away over 
the shores of New York. Brother Pete Maguff 
was sitting in his cabin alone, He had done 
half a day’s work and he felt tired. So he so- 
laced himself with a good supper, poured into 
his interior a draught of hard cider, and, light- 
ing his Queen Anne corn-cob pipe, sat down to 
pick out “ Oh, Susannah” on his one-stringed 
banjo. Just as he was beginning to feel that 
life had some comforts left for him a knock 
sounded upon the door. 

“Come in dar,” said Pete, not pausing in 
his music. 

‘The door swung slowly open and the form 
of Brother Shinbones Smith appeared. He 
looked weary, and there was an expression of 
deep solemnity on his countenance. He took 
off his overcoat, heaved a deep sigh, and sat 
down. Then he gazed slowly around the room 
until his eye lighted upon a pipe lying on the 
table. He slowly stretched forth his hand, 
Brother Pete watching him in expectant silence, 
and possessed himself of the pipe. He slowly 
and solemnly filled it with tobacco, lighted it 
and resumed his seat. ‘Then he threw one leg 
across the other, and, clasping his hands around ; 
the knee, sat slowly rocking backward and for- 
ward and smoking. After a few moments of 
silence, and without raising his eyes, Brother | 
Shinbones opened his mouth, 

“Brudder Petah Maguff,’”’ he said, in meas- 
ured accents: “dis hyar wuld am a deceitful 
an’ disapp’intin’ place.” 

“Yas, Brudder Shinbones, I reckon dat yo’ 
am ’bout right,” replied Pete. 

“T heb seed a good many scurious t’ings, 
but I hain’t seed nuffin’ more scurious dan wot 
I seed ter-day.”’ 

“ Wot war dat ?” 

“Jess yo’ hole yore breff, niggah, tell I git 








to ’t. De propah way fur ter begin a discourse 
am by a little gineral ph’loserphy. Den, arter 
yo’ git yore hearahs’ minds kinder stultified, as 
it war, yo” kin flop down onter de facts in de 
case. D’ye see?” 

“Yas, I reckon dat yo’ knows all ’bout it, 
Brudder Shinbones,” replied Pete, gazing ad- 
miringly at the old man. 

“ ‘Ter-day,”’ continued the sage: “I war ober 
ter Noo Yawk, I kinder t’ought as how I’d go 
an’ see some 0’ de gals an’ boys in de city. I 
war walkin’ “long Sixt’ Abenoo w’en a berry 
harnsome young cullud gemmen comes up ter 
me, an’ sez he ter me, sez he: 

*¢Why, Mistah Brown, how d’ye do? Yo’ 
don’t seem fur ter know me, does yer ?” 

“No,” sez I ter he, sez I: ‘I don’t; an’ yo’ 
don’t seem ter know me. I hain’t no Mistah 
Brown; I’m Brudder Shinbones Smiff, Presi- 
dent ob de busted Anti-Chicken-Stealin’ Ser- 
ciety ob Hoboken,’ 

“Den he begged my parding wery perlite 
an’ walked away. Putty soon up comes anod- 
der young feller, an’ sez he ter me, sez he: 

“¢Why, Brudder Shinbones Smiff, how d’ye 
do? I hain’t nebber met yo’ afoah, but ’m 
de son ob Jesse Mackintiah, de boss white- 
washah ob Weehawkin. He knows yo’, I reck- 
on; leastwise he knows yore wife.’ 

“Wal, I didn’t know de man; but ef he 
knowed de ole woman, ’twouldn’t do fur me 
ter shake de boy, so I up an’ shuk hands wid 
him an’ walked along wid him. Byme-by he 
tole me ’bout winnin’ a heap o’ money at a 
place in Twenty-fifth Street, an’ he axes me 
ter go dar an’ try my luck. Wal, I went along 
wid him. Dar I met anudder young feller wot 
looked ter me like de one wot spoke ter me 
fust in de street. He dealed out some keerds, 
an’ young Mackintiah made a bet an’ winned 
de whole business. Den I tuk a hand in, an’ 
won eighty-fibe cent. I tried her agin, an’ 





won two dollahs an’ a half. Wal, I kep’ on 
bettin’ moah, tell byme-by I bet ’leben dollahs, 
an’ den I losed. Den de young feller wot war 
runnin’ de game sez dat he’d got ter quit ’cause 
his mudder war sick, an’ he’d got ter go fur 
de doctah, 

“«Hole on dar,’ sez I ter he, sez I: ‘yo 
mus’ gib me a chance ter win her back.’ 

‘««¢Ole man,’ sez he ter me, sez he: ‘ yo’ don’t 
want ter talk dat way heah. We runs dis game 
ouah own way.’ 

«Den yore tryin’ fur ter swindle de ole man 
outen his money,’ sez I. 

““« Wot! he sez, an’ den he ups an’ pegs de 
chaiah at me. 

“I dodges de chaiah an’ grabs de spittoon. 
I let her wiggle mighty quick an’ hahd, ’cause, 
yo’ see, I got my muscle up a-wuckin’ daown 
ter ‘I'renting. De spittoon tuk de chap in de 
nose an’ he fell down kinder suddent. Den de 
odder feller hit at me, an’ I grabbed de chaiah 
off’n de flooah an’ hit him on de head, an’ he 
fell daown, too. Den de odder feller jumped 
up, an’ jess as he got onter his feet I kicked 
him on de lower aidge ob his westkit, an’ he 
went down an’ sed nuffin’ moah ’bout it. Den 
I kinder scraped up de boodle wot war lyin’ 
on de table, an’ tuk one o’ de fellers’ watches, 
so’s I could tell wot time I lef? dem, an’ I gad- 
dered up de keerds, an’ den I jess kinder scoot- 
ed fur de ellenbated road.” 

Then the aged philosopher drew forth from 
his pockets the articles mentioned, and, blow- 
ing a cloud of smoke, looked meditatively at 
them. 

“De keerds am a leetle old,’ he said: “an? 
de watch am plated, I reckon; but de twenty- 
seben dollahs an’ sebenty-fibe cent am jess as 
good as new. Dis hyar am a mighty scurious 
wuld, Brudder Peter Maguff.”’ 


? 


W. J. HENDERSON. 








THE SECOND FIDDLE. 





His frame is thin, his arm is weak, his head is 
bended low, 

His trembling fingers scarce have strength to 
ply the fiddle-bow; 

There was a time, ’twas long ago, when in his 
soul there dwelt 

Ambitious fire, just the same as any youth has 
felt; 

But that has passed, he ’s ceased to dream, and 
looks on life a riddle, 

And sits beside the clarionet and plays the 
second fiddle. 


\\, 


He ’s seen the foot-lights burn and glare for 
fifly years or more; 

The «¢supe” he saw come on at ten now stars 
at near three score; 

He ’s seen the theatre all ablaze with tallow- 
candles bright, 

And yet he lives to read his score by an elec- 
tric-light; 

And so the girl of youthful charms that poses 
in the middle 

Has posed the same near all the time he ’s, 
played the second fiddle. 


This old man’s life is almost ripe for the reaper 
Death to mow it, 

And he ’Il be carried cut to rest, and very 
few will know it; 

The drummer and the clarionet, the woman 
from the middle, 

Will constitute the mourners few that bury 
Second Fiddle. 


know a 


sirree.”’ 
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SECOND CHILD OF PROGRESS,—‘‘ Nah! 
aenarchy enough in ’em to prake a beer-zaloon open, ain’t it? I shame 
myself for dot holy banner of communismus, my frent. 
colletch shtudents don’t choin us, ve vos up der shpout gegone, dot’s 
sairtin,”’ 


f& LOST OPPORTUNITY. 
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First CommMunisr.—‘¢ Tell you what ’tis, cit’zen Schmidt, this here 
American people ain’t got no enterprise—no snap—not sense enough to 
Why, this here election was jest 
bilin’ over with a good show for anarchy—an’ did they take it up? No, 


good chance when they see it. 


Dot vos so. 





Dere vosn’t 


Uf some of dem 


AN OPEN LETTER. 





The Hon. Thomas A. Hendricks.-—Dear Sir: 

Pair off with Burchard and keep your teeth 
together so that the fog won’t get into your 
lungs. 

The great throbbing public isn’t honing and 
hankering and yearning and tearing its hair 
and beating its breast for you. 

Perhaps you think the little circus that has 
just terminated was got up solely on your ac- 
count? 

That is just where you are off your pedestal, 

Mr. Hendricks. 
| For while the elephant’s tail may hold itself 
on a proud equality with the trunk, nobody 
will feed hay to it. 

You are an estimable man, Mr. Hendricks, 
but you are lost in the Stygian gloom of under- 
done error if you think that the recent vivacious 
campaign was your dog-fight. 

But if you want some diamond-studded ad- 
vice with solid silver handles, we can give it 
to you. Consider the steam-whistle, how it is 
most beloved in repose. Observe the fog-horn 
and the steam-calliope, which are revered most 
when they overflow with unlimited silence. 

Yow are a man of many virtues, Mr. Hen- 
dricks. You have a large collection of assorted 
good qualities. There are many good things 
about you, including the Vice-Presidency. And 
now you will be just fixed if you will add to the 
lay-out the tender holiness of holding-in-ness 
and the calm of a sacred subsequency. 


Yours in friendship and horse-sense, 
Puck. 
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FREDDY’S SLATE 


Anp His Littie LeEtrrer To THE EDITOR. 




















newyoarkdesembertoo 


dear puck 

i cend you a car Toon on the siggerett craize 

i can tork A bout it four i hav bin a vicktim 
an i no how it is My sellf 

jim jonson knose two but i gess i no moar 
Than jim jonson 

i wos sikker 

this smoaken off siggeretts is getten two bee 
a noosanse it is grajally underminen The helth 
of the nacion it Is sappin the vitallerty of ouer 
yung peple 

it sappd sum Off mine an jim jonsons the 
uther day 

we had bin herin orl this tork A bout the 
daingers of sigerett smokin an it struck us itt 
woud bee a goud idere Two try itt 

sow we gott a packidge of siggeretts four 
5 cents thay wer corld The dandey siggeretts 
an had A pickcher on The pac 


Then wee went in too jim jonsons bacyard 
and be gan smoaken 

it wos orl rite wen we be gan butt wen we 
gott ‘The drafft started the smoak be gan ‘I'wo 
tack holed of ouer stumics 

then i commenst two feal as iff i had swol- 
lered a bon fier en i lade doun On the grownd 
an cride owt cen for the docter 

jes then orl the fellers caim an lookt ovur 
the fense They had a grate rigg on us An thay 
wer orfle lippey 

wen i gett wel i wil lik sumboddy but thare 
is wun likkin Lade up a genst me orlreddy my 
pop has prommist two worm Mean he has The 
corl on orl uther engajemints 


youers doun on smoak 
freddy 





pscen bac my slaight i wornter rite out A 
swarof a genst siggeretts 











WHY? 





We understand that the son of the Reverend 
Dr. Burchard objects to having the popular 
histrionic donkey of the Casino addressed by 
the name of his revered father. 

[This sentence is slightly equivocal; but our 
intentions were good. ] 

Now, of course, we like to see a son jealous 
of the paternal name. But it seems to us that 
the son of the Reverend Dr. Burchard is just 
a shade unreasonable in his recent remonstrance 
against Mr. Digby Beil’s lightsome familiarity 
with the ass of the Casino. 

‘Of course, when Mr. Bell calls his histrionic 
colleague “ Burchard,” and when the audience, 
on hearing this appellation, incontinently goes 
into fits of reverberant hilarity, it is fair to as- 
sume that the popular mind traces a similarity 


between Mr. Burchard and the ass—the simple | 


domestic ass of commerce. 
But why should this fact rile the crystal spirit 
of the Reverend Dr. Burchard’s son? What 


is there in the simple, gleeful comparison of his | 


revered father with an ass that should wound 
his pride of lineage? 

What has the Reverend Dr. Burchard’s son 
against the ass? 

The ass is an excellent and praiseworthy ani- 
mal. The ass minds his own business, The 
ass never meddles in politics, ‘The ass keeps 


ill of his neighbors, ‘The ass is not an admirer 
of Mr. Blaine. ‘The ass has never been known 
to express admiration for “smart” and un- 
scrupulous politicians. ‘The ass does not make 
public profession of sanctity. The ass does not 
try to arouse sectarian animosity. ‘The ass is 
of a retiring disposition. ‘The ass has no in- 
clination to put himself unduly forward. The 
ass is not alliterative. 

Many worse things than this might be said 
of aman. There are names much more un- 
pleasant than the name of ass. 

What, for instance, might not loyal and tem- 
perate citizens of the Catholic faith say of a 
Protestant clergyman who would denounce their 
religion as the ally of Drunkenness and Seces- 
sion? Would not “ass” be a term of flattery 
beside the designation they would naturally ap- 
ply to a man so narrow, bitter and unchar- 
itable ? 

Why then should the Reverend Dr. Bur- 
chard’s son object to the comparison instituted 
by Mr. Bell? 

Let him take a lesson from the patient resig- 
nation which the ass exhibits under the circum- 
stances. 








HERR ONDRIZCK, a new violinist, is causing 





a sensation in Vienna, It ought not be very 
difficult for an able-bodied man to create a sen- 
sation with a violin. If he plays badly enough 


his religion to himself. ‘The ass does not speak | he could create a panic. 











TROCHES. 


THERE ARE three ways of destroying the phyl- 
loxera; but Mr, Balbiani, Professor of the Col- 
lege of France, says that not one of them can 
be relied on as thoroughly efficacious. Balbi, 
old boy, this is where we give you a point. 
Bring your phylloxera right over to the United 
States, nominate him for President, and then get 
the Independent Republicans to oppose him, 
After the election he’il be the deadest thing 
you ever saw. 


AT THE summit of Pike’s Peak, according to 
the signal-officer, the wind has reached the ve- 
locity of one hundred and ten miles per hour. 
The wind did great damage. All right, Mr. 
Officer, Come to New York. We have a paper 
here called the Zriéune which can blow harder 
than that, and it always hurts itself most. Funny, 
isn’t it ? 


Ir Is said that one of the Vassar girls has 
made a sponge-cake and sent it to Governor 
Cleveland. ‘This is tough. Grover may take 
the cake, but it would be a great loss to the 
country if he should eat it. 


THE PHRENOLOGISTs tell the size of a man’s 
lung power by the breadth of his nose. After 
John L, Sullivan finishes with a man he ought, 
by this rule, to have lungs enough to play a 
whole brass-band. 








WHAT THE BASS-VIOL SAID. 


The old bass-viol was sitting by the fire, and 
taking a little Brown’s Jamaica ginger for its 
catgut’s sake. 

“Times ain’t what they used to be,” it said, 
plaintively: ‘A year ago an olive-skinned, sad- 
eyed man drew from me the soft strains of 
Verdi, while clear-voiced soprani warbled, and 
dainty hands applauded from boxes and or- 
chestra chairs. ‘Those were halcyon nights 
when music had its charms, even for me. But 
now, after an evening of German opera, I feel 
as if my very vitals were rent asunder. That 
Wagner music! How it tears and lacerates me! 
We used to call it the music of the future. 
Little did we know how near it was to us, 

“And then the audiences! Where are they 
now—the low-necked clothes, the flashing eyes 
and dazzling gems? Gone; and in their stead 
I see the long hair, wild eyes and uncanny faces 
of musical cranks. 

“J hear no more melting tenors and soft, oily 
baritones. Only hoarse gutturals reach me now; 
and our soprano, if she had sung in the old 
days, might have got an engagement as a basso,” 








Auswers for the Aurious. 





E. SuaRK.—Thanks; it doesn’t quite fit; but we are 
obliged to you, all the same. 


Eruet May.—* Little Johnny’s Christmas Eve” has 
gone to join the 32nd of last March. 


R. R. R.—Your idea of a merry jest would make the 
star-eyed angels drop scalding tears of anguish on the 
tessellated floors of Elysium. 


L. JoHNson, Gainesville.—When Little Freddy wants 
your assistance in constructing his cartoons and letters, 
he §will probably let you know. You run him pretty 
close on spelling; but that is your only charm. 


ASHBEL AUREOLE.—Your style of poetry doesn’t sug- 
gest a very heavy muscular development so far as the 
author is concerned. But if you go promptly into train- 
ing, and keep it up long enough, you ought to be able 
to take a bloody revenge on the ‘friends ” who induced 
you to send your verses to an unsympathetic waste-basket. 
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THE CONVIVIAL CLAM. 





Every student of natural history knows the 
clam is shy and retiring in its disposition, It 
does not climb trees, or otherwise exhaust its 
vitality in seeking to escape its hereditary enemy, 


the following day, to reckon on a dozen clams 
to every gallon of red paint. A knowledge of 
this has enabled an expert drinker to get drunk 
and sober again by turns at least eleven con- 
secutive times in an evening. It is this kind of 
a high old tide that makes the heart of the clam 


but usually puts from six inches to a foot of | quiver with joy. 


sand between itself and danger. It is a univer- | 


sally acknowledged fact that the clam is happier 
at high tide than at any other time. This finds 
a simple explanation in the equally well-known 
fact that no person who knows his business ever 
goes in swimming to catch clams. 

This fondness for the high in preference to 
the low tide has been distorted into a temper- 
ance argument by the Neal-Dowites on the 
coast of Maine, and there is just as much truth 
in the argument as there was in the campaign 
documents of ex-candidate St. John. 

In point of fact, the clam is one of the great- 
est drunkards on earth. His capacity for ab- 
sorbing alcohol in any form is only rivaled by 
that of the temperance lecturer after he gets 
back to his room in the hotel. A man who has 
filled himself up with rum—the generic New 
England name for fire-water of every sort and 
size—till there is absolutely no longer room for 
another snifter, is in the best condition to test 
the enormous capacity of the clam as a pro- 
fessional inebriate. 

If the man has a gallon of whiskey, beer and 
the like in him, let him send down a dozen 
clams right out of the shell. ‘They do not 
drown or shrink from the contract; but in fif- 
teen minutes time they will have put themselves 
outside of the last drop of liquid, and yell for 
more, ‘Then the man who sent the clams down 
below may go and fill up again. 

It is a safe proportion, based on careful ex- 
periment, on which the professional anti-prohib- 
itionist can keep it up all night and a part of 


There are many ways of catching clams. In 
| the markets and restaurants a silver hook is the 
| favorite method. ‘Ihe original process of run- 
| ning him to sand and digging him out with a 
short-handled rake—as practised by fisher-folk 
on the coast—is slow, monotonous, and gives 
one the back-ache. 

I have recently discovered an improvement 
/ on that method which I am willing to give the 
| public the benefit of without extra charge. Like 
| all the great discoveries which bless mankind, 
| it was accidental. 

A small boy was sent to dig clams in the or- 
thodox fashion. When he had got his basket 
| filled he went home. When he got there nine- 
| tenths of his clams had escaped. ‘They are sly 
| and artful on occasions, and when they found 
| a big hole in the small boy’s basket, they got 
out as fast as possible. I followed the basket 
with a hole in it with a basket that did not leak, 
and in this manner I caught all the clams I 
wanted without going near the seashore, and 
without rake or back-ache. 

I am not certain but that those clams knew 
what they were up to, after all, for the small 
boy was taking them to a Methodist minister’s 
house, where they were sure they would not get 
a smell of anything stronger than the water in 
which they would be boiled. With me, they 
reasoned, they would have all the fun they 
wanted, and the reasoning power of these clams 
was fully vindicated by subsequent develop- 
ments, 





Noau Count. 








CURRENT COMMENT. 


THERE Is no use crying over spilt milk. It is 
watery enough, in the first place. 





“THE APPEARANCE of Mr. Labouchére, the 
editor of Zruth, propelling himself over Staines 
Bridge on a tricycle the other day,” says one 
of the daily papers: “ created considerable sen- 
sation and much applause.” That’s all right. 
We have no doubt that any of Henry’s antics 
are enjoyable; but we know how a similar per- 
formance can create a heap more enthusiasm. 
Let Whitey Reid get aboard of a tricycle and 
propel himself across the Brooklyn Bridge for 
good and all, and there will be more sensation 
and applause in this city than’ there ever was 
before. 





A GREAT MANY papers are busily engaged in 
making up Cabinets for President-elect Cleve- 
land. We don’t see any reason why Puck 
should not take a hand in this business. Here 
you are, then: 

State.—Ex-Gov. Joel Parker, of New Jersey, 
who, in whatever other State he may be, is cer- 
tainly not in a state of decline. 

Treasury.—Secor Robeson, for he will know 
how to dispose of that annoying surplus. 

War.-— William Walter Phelps, who beat 
Blaine. 

Navy.— Edward Hanlan, who can row it 
faster than any one else. 

Intertor.—David Davis, who, having to man- 
age so much interior of his own, ought to know 
how to manage the country’s. 

Altorney-General,—The Rev. Dr. Burchard, 
who knows so well how to argue a case, 

Post-Office. —Warren Fisher, jr., who would 
not burn a letter. 








been ye 





This is the Wagnerite, 
Hans Hallelujah 
Heinrich von Hostetter, 
Lover of Wagner, 

Tuba adorer, 

Friend of the trombone, 
One of the Gatter- 
Dammerung-Tannhauser- 
Lohengrin- Meistersinger 


A In the Maéstro, 
Fiends fresh from Fiendsville. 


Mournfully cussing, 
Cussing the ignorant 
World and the ignorant 
Folks that are in it, 
Folks who refuse to 
Cotton to Wagner, 
Folks who will take no 
Stock in the Master, 


Folks who revile him, 


A TALE OF A WILD WAGNERITE. 
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¢¢ Out of this cold world 
I will betake me, 

Into the wilderness, 
There will I commune, 
Commune with Nature, 
Holiest Nature. 

Thus will I flee from, 
Flee from the vandals, 
They who adore not 
Richard the Master. 


Fled the wild Wagnerite, 
Far from the cold world 
Wandered he lonely, 
Dreaming of Wagner. 


Then from the jungle 
Rose the wild war-cry 
Of the Mudjidji 
Species of Niggers, 
Up to the heavens 






Hans Hallelujah 
Heinrich von Hostetter, 
Crying in ecstasy: 

«Lo, I have found them— 
Found the real genuine 
Worshipers of Wagner— 
Now I die easy.” 


This was an error, 
For he was eaten— 





Alone in his chamber, 
Mournful was sitting 
Hans Hallelujah 
Heinrich von Hostetter, 





Call him a duffer. 


‘* Out of this cold world,” 
Muttered the Wagnerite, 
Mournfully mumbling: 





Better the wilderness 
Far than the cold world 
Defiant of Wagner.” 


Then into Africa 





Rose the wild war-cry, 
Splitting the welkin 

Into small pieces. 

Down on his knee-bones 
Tumbled the Wagnerite, 





Hans Hallelujah 
Heinrich von Hostetter— 
By the Mudijidijis. 


VV. D., #: £. 
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TALMAGE BY TELEPHONE. 
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Many Privare Hlouses, wHy nor ApD TO THE APPARATUS 


LitTLE Evectrric IMAGES OF THE GREAT RELIGIOUS ACROBAT, AND MAKE THE ‘THING COMPLETE? 








WITH THE 


Before starting for the “ Wild West” I read 
a statement something like this: 

“QOut in the Territories there are only two 
classes—the ‘cowboys’ and the ‘tenderfeet.’ 
Such of the ‘cowboys’ as are not professional 
thieves, murderers and miscellaneous blacklegs 
who fled to the frontier for reasons that require 
no explanation are men who, totally disregard- 
ing all the amenities of Eastern civilization, 
brook no restraint, and —fearing neither God, 
man or the devil—yield allegiance to no law 
save their own untamed passions. The ‘ tender- 
foot’ is their meat. ‘They know, no higher 
pleasure than to use him for a target on the 
slightest pretext, while their sense of humor finds 
no greater gratification than to perforate with 
bullets that ‘tenderfoot’ who inadvertently re- 
fuses to ‘nominate his pisen* when invited to 
do so. He is the best man who can draw the 
quickest and kill the surest. A ‘cowboy’ who 
has not killed his man —or, to put it more cor- 
rectly, his score of ‘tenderfeet’—is without 
character, or standing, or respect. The ‘ tender- 
foot’? who goes among them should first double 
his life insurance, and then be sure that he is 
‘well heeled.’ ”’ 

I digested these suggestions and made prepar- 
ations accordingly. It would be vastly better 
to appear on the plains in the rdle of a “ cow- 
boy” at the start, I said to myself, and come 
back with a whole skin, than be transformed 
into an eleemosynary lead-mine, and shipped 
home ina box. Whereupon I straightway pro- 
ceeded to transform myself into a “cowboy,” 
an operation that involved not a little time and 
ingenuity and a good deal of money. 

The woolen shirts I procured of a fashionable 
haberdasher in Broadway, the expansive som- 
brero of a swell hatter in Fifth Avenue, the 
top-boots of my regular man in Twenty-third 
Street, and a silver-mounted seven-shooter and 
an intricate implement combining shot-gun and 


| 





“COWBOYS” 


rifle-barrels of a Fulton Street dealer ,in sport- 
ing goods, In Chicago I added a cartridge- 
belt, a rubber overcoat and a compass to the 
collection. In Omaha I invested in a murder- 
ous sheath-knife, a camp-bed and a revolver of 
larger calibre. I also doffed my Eastern clothes 
and donned my Western toggery, including car- 
tridge-belt, knife, revolvers and all. 

I was disappointed at not meeting any other 
“cowboys” on the Union Pacific train; but I 
was rather flattered at the attention I received 
from the passengers, who evidently had never 
seen one before. As much for my benefit as 
for their edification, I at once gave up the use 
of “ English as she is spoke” in the metropolis, 


‘and adopted the vernacular of the prairies. 


Otherwise my appearance would have made 
me simply ridiculous. Some of the tourists on 
the train asked me foolish questions. One of 
them wanted to know how many people I killed 
a week, 

“Stranger,” said I: “out in our country too 
much curiosity ’s an easy way of committing 
suicide. You hear me?”’ 

I knew he was scared, for I saw him talking 
in low earnest tones with the conductor a few 
minutes later. When the conductor himself 
presently asked me, with a droll wink: “ Never 
ben fur West before, have yer?’ I knew that 
he appreciated the joke as much as I did, and 
that he took me for a “ cowboy” off on a little 
lark. 

By this time half the people in the car were 
looking in my direction, and the other half, I 
felt sure, were ready to drop under the seats if 
any chance shots came their way. 

** Naw,” said I: “I never wrastle no grizzlies 
to give me an appertite for matutinal hash. By- 
the-way, old hoss,”’ hacking off a quarter-section 
of navy-plug with my sheath-knife as I spoke, 
and then carefully placing it in my mouth: 
“how’s the hemp-necktie matinées coming on 





IN WYOMING. 


in Cheyenne? Stretched many ‘tenderfeet’ 
there in the last day or two?” 

“Well,” said the conductor, with great de- 
liberation, and in a voice that could be clearly 
heard in the furthest corner of the car above 
the racket of the wheels: “they ain’t hanged 
nobody in Cheyenne as I’ve heard of for going 
on two'years. ‘The last fellow that ornamented 
a lamp-post was run up because he was too 
blamed fresh, and I wouldn’t be terribly sur- 
prised if the same crowd that put him through 
should be waitin’ for this train to come in.” 

It was now evident he was trying to curry 
favor with the “tenderfoot” tourists on the 
train, and, as they were sixty or seventy to one, 
I maintained a scornful reticence during the 
remainder of the trip to Cheyenne, where I 
knew I would find dare-devil “cowboys” in 
the majority, and “tenderfeet” in a scared, 
heipless minority. 

“Want to see a ‘fair sample’ of my hand- 
writing, do ye?” said I, in a loud tone, to the 
clerk of the hotel: “Want to know if I can 
take a tumble to the school-house racket, eh? 
You can just bet your last bob-tailed broncho 
I can,” dashing off my name as I spoke, adding, 
as my place of residence, ‘‘ Whiteman’s Country, 
and don’t you forget it.” 

Quite a crowd of well-dressed gentlemen 
gathered around as the clerk, who might have 
just stepped from the office of the Windsor, so 
far as appearance and manner went, asked in 
well-bred surprise; 

“Do you wish a room, sir?” 

“Oh, I ain’t in no hurry,” I said, in a tone 
drawn from my boot-heels, and slamming one 
of my revolvers on the counter as I spoke. “ But 
if you run this ranch for bunks and hash, it’s 
bunks and hash—or a funeral, and I shan’t 
head the procession.” 

“We are not in the habit of taking collater- 
als for board,” said the clerk, politely, pick- 
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ing up the silver-mounted seven-shooter as he 
spoke and placing it on the desk behind him: 
“but I will see if we can make an exception in 
your favor.” 

While I was enjoying an awkward half-min- 
ute, and before I had settled in my own mind 
the proper thing to say or do, the clerk had 
struck the bell, a boy in neat livery had prompt- 
ly responded, the clérk had said: “ John, show 
the gentleman to No, 63,” and I was meekly on 
my way up-stairs, 

When I found myself in an elegantly fur- 
nished apartment with electric-lights and all 
modern conveniences, I felt a weak inclination 
to resume my normal clothes and character. 
Then I recalled the article which had induced 
me to become a “ cowboy.”’ I was now in the 
home of the “cowboy.” ‘That settled it, There 
could be no going back, no unmanly concession 
to a temporary hankering after the methods 
and manners of civilization. 

In the dining-room the menu was substantial 
and the service was good, I felt a natural pride 
that I appeared to attract more attention from 
the table-girls than all the other patrons com- 
bined. But the latter were evidently and pal- 
pably “tenderfeet.”” It did seem a little strange, 
however, that I should be the only “cowboy” 
in the principal hotel of the largest town of 
Wyoming. 

My surprise was intensified, after an hour 
spent in strolling about town, to find well-paved 
streets, as elaborate and tasteful private resi- 
dences as one sees at Newport, and large hand- 
some stores—but no “cowboys.’’ One of the 
finest and most extensive shops was an “ out- 
fitting establishment,” and there I discovered 
how incomplete was the “outfit”? I had col- 
lected in New York, Chicago and Omaha. I 
proceeded to rectify my deficiencies at once 
by investing in a pair of “cheps’’—which are 
leather breeches with fringed sides—a fancy 
shirt, an ornamented leather band for my som- 
brero that fastened on with a big metal buckle, 
a “quirt ”’—which is the Mexican name for a 
riding-whip—a pair of highly-ornamental gaunt- 
lets, a flaming red silk handkerchief to tie 
around my neck, a repeating rifle and a pair of 
clanking spurs. 

With as little delay as possible, and with the 
friendly assistance of the shop-keeper—who said 
he used to do business on Duane Street—I got 
my new possessions disposed about my person, 
and then went to call on the president of a 
bank with whom I had business. 

“Well, pard, how’s the bullion racket ?” I 


said, by way of introduction, handing him let- | 


ters from their Eastern correspondents as I 
spoke. 

He was dressed in better clothes than I could 
ever afford to wear when at home. He bowed 
politely, but without much warmth or effusion. 
When he had read the letters, he glanced at 
me curiously and asked me to be seated. In 
response I said I was “ dry,” and asked him to 
“steer me to the nearest gin-mill.” He gently 
declined, but invited me to dine with him that 
evening at the club. 

“ Here’s one of the places where they play 
for big stakes, and put daylight through ‘ten- 
derfeet’ who object to leaving on deposit what 
money they have with them,” I thought to my- 
self. But I accepted the invitation after he 
told me I would meet there a lot of the richest 
“‘cowboys”’ in the Territory. 

At home an invitation to dine at a club 
would have implied a full-dress suit. Here 1 








went in my latest and most gorgeous outfit. 
The club-house was a spacious building, as lux- | 
urious and artistic in its appointments as any | 
in New York. There were paintings, and zs- 
thetic decorations, portiéres, Turkish and Per- 
sian rugs, and the same air of perfect breeding 
and refinement one finds in the clubs of the | 
European capitals. The chef was from Del- | 





monico’s, and the bill-of-fare could not have 
been surpassed at any club in Gotham. Gen- 
tlemen lounged about in dress-suits, and talked 
of the chances of Patti’s singing in New York 
another season, and gossiped of the latest club 
scandals of London and Paris. There was some 
French spoken, considerable German, and a 
little Spanish—just as one might hear other 
languages than English spoken in any cosmo- 
politan gathering of gentlemen. ‘The wines 
were as good as one can obtain at the Union 
Club in New York—some of them richer and 
of rarer vintages. 

And every one of these gentlemen were heavy 
cattle owners — boss “ cowboys.” Several of 
them invited me to visit them on their ranches 
up-country. ; 

That evening I decided that if I would see 
the “cowboy,’’? pure and simple, I must go 
further west than Cheyenne. “ Cowboys” with 
swallow-tailed coats, patent-leather shoes and 
kid gloves were not the genuine article, that 
was evident. 

The gentlemen at the club treated me po- 
litely, because they did not know how to treat 
any one in any other way; but before I got 
away I fancied they regarded me very much as 
the English court did King Cetewayo. 

From Cheyenne I made a trip of several 
hundred miles into the Rockies. Like the ship- 
wrecked sailor looking for a sail, 1 was on the 
constant look-out for ‘‘ cowboys” that I never 
saw. 

I met plenty of Harvard and Yale and other 
college men, and ex-business men from the 
East, living on cattle-ranches and in the mines, 
or actively engaged in the preliminary work of 
developing the enormously rich resources of 
central Wyoming—earnest, whole-souled men 


in rough clothes, fitted for the life they were | 


living. But I only caught vagrant glimpses of 
two fellows whose “oucfit”? approached mine 
for picturesqueness, for the “only original Ja- 
cobs?’ “cowboy” style, and Joe Rankin, my 
scout, confidentially told me these sporadic 
specimens had escaped from Buffalo Bill’s 
“Wild West ’’ show! 

My experience has led me to believe that a 
“cowboy” is a curiosity in Wyoming. At 
least, I judge so from the way in which they 
stared at me. And I am further convinced 
that the only person a “ tenderfoot ” need fear 
out there—except himself—is the man who sells 
“ cowboy ” outfits that “ cowboys”? never wear. 

WINTHROP. 





Edenia. 

Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Alpine Violet. 

Lily of the Valley. 








CASTORIA. 


When Baby was sick, we gave her CASTORIA, 
When she was a Child, she cried for CASTORIA, 
When she became Miss, she clung to CASTORIA, 
When she had Children, she gave them CASTORIA. 





Popular trial shows the worth of every article; and 34 years 
constant use has proven the great efficacy of Dr. Bull’s on 
Syrup; it has no superior. 

ROSS’ ROYAL BELFAST GINGER ALE. 
Sold by First-class Dealers. 








AN INTERESTING VOLUME. 


PUCK’S CAMPAIGN SERIES. 





Those desiring to obtain the CAMPAIGN SERIES OF 
Puck, (from April 16th to November 19th, 31 copies, 
including the famous ‘‘tattooed man” cartoons,) which 
covers one of the most notable and interesting politi- 
cal contests that has occurred in years, can procure 
same at this office, price $2.50, or any desired copy 
at Io cents. Puck’s CAMPAIGN SERIES, handsomely 
bound in cloth, $3.75. By mail, $4.25. 

No library or household is complete without this valu- 
able and instructive chronicle of the Campaign of 1884. 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, Publishers, 

Nos. 21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N. Y. 





HEN ATTACKED by 

CRAMP or COLIC, 

many travelers re- 

sort to a bar-room 

and cheerfully pay 20 cents, 
or 25 cents, for what is termed 
the best Whiskey, or 40 cents 
for what is called Old Cognac, 
which sometimes helps the suf- 
ferer and sometimes doesn’t. 

How much safer is it to pro- 

_ vide yourselves when starting 
on a journey, with a bottle of 
the Genuine BROWN’S GINGER, 
made in Philadelphia by Fred- 
erick Brown, and being pre- 
pared for such attacks, conquer 
the enemy at once. 

A bottle of the GENUINE 
Brown’s Ginger costs 50 cents, 
and has at least 25 doses in it, 
which, at an average cost of 
2 cents each, will produce all 
the good effect of a glass of the 
oldand purest whiskey, or Cog- 
nac even if you pay 25 or 40 
cents for each drink. It liter- 
ally cheer sustains, and while 
doing this does not inebriate. 

To procure decisive action, in 
the most prompt manner, HOT 
water should be used. 


REMEMBER! 


The Genuine 
Old-Fashioned 
Brown’s Ginger 


Made in Philadelphia, by Fred- 
erick Brown, is protected by a 
Revenue Stamp label, and a 
new additional Trade-Mark in 
Red, White and Black. 
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SEND FOR CATALOG. 


OVERMAN WHEEL Co. 


CHICOPEE.MASS, 




















Our Cigarettes cannot be surpassed. Ifyou do not use them 
@ trial will convince you that they have no equal. Two hundred 
millions sold in 1883. 

13 First Prize Medals Awarded. 

WM, Ss. KIMBALL & CO. 








CATARRH CURED. 


| Acclergyman, after suffering a number of years from that loath- 
| some disease, Catarrh, after trying every known remedy without 
| Success, at last found a prescription which completely cured and 
| saved him from death. Any sufferer from this dreadful disease 
| sending a self addressed stamped envelope to Dr. J. A. Lawrence, 


| 199 Dean St., Brooklyn, New York, will receive the recipe free 


of charge, 
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‘THE CELEBRATED 


PiliAwos 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR. 
ARE PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 


WAREROOMS: 
149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & Co. 


WALTHAM 
WATCHES. 


ans pee gran OF 
GREAT 


Watches and q** ‘> 
Jewelry oe Y REDUCTION 
IN PRICE OF 


Stee SILVER and GOLD 

























LOWEST AND ONE PRICE ONLY. 


CLOCKS 


FOR 


Bridal Gifts and Holiday Presents 


At Exceptionally Low Prices, 


INCLUDING 
IMPORTED NOVELTIES; BRASS ANTIQUES; 
FRENCH MARBLES, NEW DESIGNS; 
Swiss and Vienna Clocks, and 
A Fine Selection of Bronzes. 


ALSO CLOCKS OF OUR OWN MANUFACTURE, 
IN WOOD AND METAL, 


AT RETAIL, UNTIL JANUARY Ist. 
New Haven Clock Co.. 


16 & 18 Park Place, New York City. 








A MAGNIFICENT OFFER. 
1 Silver-Plated Butter Knife, 1 Silver-Plated 
Shell, 6 piver _ = Tea Spoons in hand- 
mths Subscription to 
the Popular  pomenape eo 
c. Pabbe ik postage, pac’ 
nn. 


all sent peep: 


Hing, &c. .. Offer. ome Guest, ff 


ford, } 








aa: ROLLER SKATE. 


It is the nearest approach to perfection 
yetreached inaroller skate. Simplieit, 

and strength are its eo - 

nent features. One trial 

~ ey pn rink pa 

riority over all 

ot ers. Saves time and 

expense. Send for eata- 

log and dise’t to dealers 







BILt NYE, in writing to a friend in Denver, 
gets off one of the best things of the season. 
Speaking of his probable recovery from the 
effects of his encounter with the cyclone, which, 
it will be remembered, knocked him out of a 
buggy in one round, he said: 

** Many have asked me how the accident oc- 
curred, I cannot state definitely, but I think 
I must have stepped on a peal of thunder and 
slipped. People cannot be too careful, in peel- 
ing their thunder, not to leave the peals around 
where some one may step on them and get 
hurt.” 

Volumes could not say more.— Peck’s Sun, 

A wRITER, describing Paganini’s violin play- 
ing, says: “When his G string wailed, then 
tears came through the eyes from the listening 
hearts of men, tears of sadness and delight.” 
You may perhaps have noticed that pretty much 
the same thing occurs nowadays when the young 
man next door tortures a violin, When his G 
and other strings wail, then tears come through 
the eyes from the hearts of listening men—tears 
of sadness and agony, prompted by a wild, un- 
conquerable yearning for gore and revenge. 
The more the G string wails, the more his hear- 
ers wail, and there is about as much music in 
one wail as in the other.— Norristown Herald. 





PHYSICIANS AND DRUGGISTS Combining Iron 
—RECOMMEND— with 





or produce con- 
stipation, — other 
Iron medicines do. 
The genuine has 
trade mark and 
crossed red lines 
on wrapper. 
Take no other 
MADE ONLY BY 
Brown Chemical Co 
Baltimore, Md. 
ant Son 


BEST TONIC 





THE MOST! 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World. 





The Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co., 
No, 860 BROADWAY, 

NEWEST AND MOST ELEGANT STYLES. 

The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for10 years. 
Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, &c,, 
' OF OUR OWN MANUFACTURE AND IMPORTATION. 
THE BRUNSWICK-BALKE-COLLENDER OO., 
Cincinnati, Chicago, St. Louis and 
NEW YORE. 









363 Canal St., N. Y¥., 
Offer Special Inducements for Cash 
Purchasers-of 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Silverware, Clocks, Spectacles, 
Opera Glasses, etc., etc. 
Established 1838. Price-list Free. 
Repairing a Specialty. 











Wholesale 
AND 

fl Ox, Retail 
SALES 
Ecpainiea tie jantornasef Gren: 800" 

etton,all latest et les. also Wonderful Noveltion, 

ctfen,all latest styles, es Ml FILBERT 

Philadetenine EBACH ORGA y hn Le STREET. 








Is the BEST. Nopreparation. 

jsed with any clean pen for marking 
4ny fabric, Popular for decorative 
work on linen. Keceived Centennial 
ME & Diploma. Eeteb- 
lished 50 years. Svold by all 
Druggists, Stationers & News Agt’s. 


50 Elegant Satin Cards, name on, roc., Presei.t with 3 packs 
3ec. AETNA PRIN TING CO., Northford, Ct. 





re AWSON’S(..325...U. $. ARMY 


SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 

A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 
Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible. 
The individual wearing it will not be conscious of its on nce, 

Lecture on Nervous Tension and Circular mailed free 
Sold by Druggists. (Every Bandage\ S, E.G RAWSON, Patentee, 
Sent by mail safely. ( Guaranteed, ) Saratoga Springs, N. Y. 
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r Hom ent. page Ca 
MCALLISTER. Mtge Optician, Py Nassau St.,N. Y. 





Pachtmann & Moelich, 












“{ owe my 
Restoration 
to Health 
»|., and Beauty 


to the 
CUTICURA 
*) REMEDIES. F 


Testimonta) of a 
Boston lady. 


ISFIGURING Humors, Humiliating Eruptions, Itching Tor- 
tures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the Curicura Remepins. 

CuricurA REsoLvenT, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. 

Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

Curticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Kequi- 
site, prepared from Cuticura, is indispensable in treating Skin 
Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Chapped and Oily 
Skin. 

Cuticura Remepias are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 certs; Soap, 25 cents. 
Resolvent, $1. Porter DruG ANv CHEMICAL Co., Boston, Mass.’ 











Oriana prepared for Shaving, it 
yas become a Necessity — 
and Luxury in Families ce 
for Toilet and Z 
Nursery y 
use. 






59 send 2c. Stam 
“it end <c. p 
»oe™ for Trial Sample. 


SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 











FINE CUSTOM TAILORING. 


OVERCOATINGS, 
SUITINGS, 
TROUSERINGS. 


The Choice of Foreign and Home Manufacture. 





Overcoats to order from $18. 8.00 


Suits 
Pants - si 2 00 


SAMPLES AND SELF-MEASUREMENT RULES MAILED 
ON APPLICATION. 


NICOLL, “the Tailor” 


620 BROADWAY 620 


139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 


zs BRANCHES EVERYWHERE. -@a 





A LOVELY CHRISTMAS GIFT. 


Every Christmas we make the little 
folks a Christmas Present. This year 
we bave something nice and pretty. 
To introduce our goods in every home 
we will send to any boy or girl free 
of char, res 4 ~ = send 20c, for 
retty Dolls with 
Peauehut Ii life- ke features, pretty curls 
and blue eves or bangs and dark eyes, 
and wardrobe of 32 Dresses, Hats, &c; 
one elegant gilt-bound floral Auto. 
raph Album filustrated with birds, 
rn, scrolls, &c., five lovely Christ- . 
mas Cards, one pretty Birthday Card q 
ands oue ture lustrated Holiday Book, + 
@. CO., Ivoryton, Conn, 


40 CARDS, 


* EMBOSSED 
BEAUTIES,” 
Chromos, with your name, l0c., 10 packs for a 
dollar bill,and a beautiful imported Velvet 
Purse lined with French kid, Free, Agents’ 
New Sample Book, Premium List and Price List 
Free. U. 8. Card Co., Centerbrook, Conn, 
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To introduce our goods and 
secure future trade, we will send 
you free of charge, if you will 
send 20c, in stamps for posta; 
&c., 5} etty Christmas Cards, 
nice New Year Cards, 1 lovely 
Birthday Card, a beautiful gilt 
bound floral Autograph Album 
illustrated with birds, flowers, 
ferns, &c., a handsome Photo- 
graphic Portrait of all the Pres- 
- _B idents of the United States 

iM neatly arranged in an album 
with a fac-simile Acsogrenh of each; also our new Holiday Book, 
Address J. W. BABCOCK & CO., CENTERBROOK, CONN, 


EDEN MUSEE.—8®, Went,294, Street. 

. Open from 11 to 11. pao from 

1toil. — Wonderful Tableaux and Groups in Wax—Chamber of Horrors 

—Trip round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Concerts in the Winter 

— every afternoon and evening. Admission to all, 50 cents. Chil- 
ren, 25 cents. 


THE FAVORITE. (ixtocnox™ 




















Simple, Durable, £/egant. 
A positive household luxury. 
Send stamp (mention this paper) 
for Jélustrated Catalogue. 
STEVENS’ ADJUSTABLE 
CHAIR CO., 


No. 8 Sixth Street, Pittsburgh, Pa. 


eT Do Your 
& $3 PrintingPress ~owsn 
. Printing! 
é fA Card & Label Press $3. Larger sizes $5 to $75. For 
SS he? old or young. Everything easy, printed directions. 
i Send 2 stamps for Catalogue of Presses, ‘Type, Cards, 
y &c., to the factory, Ketszy & Co., Meriden, Conn. 


Send six cents tor postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will 
help all, of either sex, to more money 
right away than anything else in this 
world. Fortunes await the workers ab- 
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A New York man has invented a magnetic 

key-hole which is charged with electricity, so 
that when a man goes fumbling around the key- i 
\ 


hole with his key, the key is drawn right in the : 
hole whether the man is drunk or not. ‘That In gag — ere Music 


al 
ight work well enough, unless the man was a Ww atneeimantiinee 


magnetic man. In that case his finger would WE 
be as liable to be drawn in the key-hole as the = Se eee 


key. However, magnetic men are becoming % 
scarce, at least the latest returns figure it that D EC KE be! S 
way, and the magnetic key-hole may have a]. 

great run before the next campaign opens.— Bl LLIARD an? POO L 


agus Tables, celebrated for fi kmanship, quickness 
> 7 ‘ - abies, celebra or fine wor. iP, c 
THE man who said “figures don’t lie” evi- and durability of cushions. Prices low and terms 


dently never watched the changes on a news- —-, Sa Se See Cone, 
paper bulletin-board at election-time.—Doston WAREROOMS 722 BROADWAY, N. Y. 



















panne COLUMBIA BICYCLES 
FUR AND SEALSKIN GARMENTS. Wy, AND TRICYCLES, 
od ey Street, _ hse hag cn am Fur me . KYW Send stamp for illustrated Catalogue. 
retail at lowest cash wholesale prices this season. This will af- 
rect from manufacturer, and save retuiler’s profits. Fashion Book THE POPE MFG. CO., 
mailed free. 

Pain from indigestion, dyspepsia, and too hearty eating is re- BRANCH HOUSE {2 Warren Street, New York. 
lieved at once by taking one of Carter’s Little Liver Pills imme- 


C. C. Shayne, the well-known Wholesale Fur Manufacturer, STANCH AND RELIABLE. 
a 
ford a splendid opportunity to purchase strictly reliable Furs di- ZAIN: 
Zy\5. 
Y A "Fi 597 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
diately after dinner. Don’t forget this. 








If you suffer from looseness of the bowels, Angostura Bit- 
ters will surely cure you. Reware of counterfeits and ask your 








grocer or druggist for the genuine article, prepared by Dr. J. G. N order to secur® new customers, we Wil! senu Luu Cuvice Eii- 
solutely sure, At once address Truz & Co., Augusta, Maine. B, Siegert & Sons. ae a Birtndey Card, 81 & Goss i gy Os alta 
and Reward Cards, iPAlbun of 60 Colored ‘rranster | 
{ > fh A . d Games, 
WHICH? COLORADO, FLORIDA or the BERMUDAS?]} REMINGTON STANDARD TYPE-WRITER. Top Selection for hatograph Mier Garda, 1 Pockea beck. 


Where is there an Atmosphere that will Cure 
Catarrh, and even Consumption P 


A HEALTH RESORT WITHIN THE REACH OF EVERYBODY" 


Many a precious life has been saved by a proper change of at- 
mosphere. There are rugged men in the East to-day, who, by 
changing from the East to Colorado in time, were cured even 
when they were in the firm clutch of that fell destroyer, Con- 
sumption. Others have been saved by a sojourn amid the balmy 
breezes of the South, especially Florida. But to enjoy the bene- 
fits of these atmospheres costs money, and that a great deal, 

Now, if the reader has Catarrh or Consumption, we will tell 
him how he can make an atmosphere at home that is far better 
and surer than either Colorado or Florida, and which will cure 
him of his Catarrh or Lung trouble, and at a trifling cost. First, 
we would ask him, does he believe that foul air, poisoned air, 
sewer gas, and such like, cause disease in the human body? If 
they do, how do they do it? By a single whiff of any one of 
them? Such an idea’ is absurd. ie is by being exposed to a con- 
tinuous breathing of them that causes the disease. Now, did it 

ever occur to the reader that Nature is on the side of health, and 
welcomes any curative influence, and fights any baleful one? If 
fou’ air, with Nature fighting against it, sickeus and kills, will not 
remedial air, being used in such a way as to operate as continu- 
ously as the foul air, and being welcomed and helped by all the 
— of Nature, cure? Diseased air-passages can be made well 

y exposing them continously to air that is both nourishing and 
healing, and this is daily being done, and has been done for six 
years, by means of the invention called the Pillow-Inhaler, a 
means of ALL-night or continuous inhalation. It is also called the 
**Pillow-Cure.”’ Its power to cure a diseased condition of the 
nose and lungs is simply surprising, and without any parallel in 
the history of the treatment of this class of disease. 

The Pillow-Inhaler is the embodiment of common serse. It is 
a hair pillow with cups concealed, in which is put the healing 
balm, the fumes of which the diseased person inhales all night 
without being annoyed and without noticing that he is taking 
medicine. itis used asa pillow, and there ares pipes or tubes. 
There is no medicine taken in the stomach, no douching or snuff- 
ing during the day; but for eight hours at night it does what has 
never been done before, viz.: batters down the stronghold of Ca- 
tarrh, Bronchitis, and Consumption, and makes a permanent cure, 
by a continuous application of healing and curative air directly 
to the diseased parts. Just as a smoky lamp will leave a deposit 
on a whitened wall, so the Pillow-Inhaler spreads infinitesimal 
particles of healing balm over the inflamed mucous membrane of 
the nose, throat, and lungs, until there is actually a coating of 
healing salve upon them. ‘Thus it not only makes a local appli- 
cation to all parts of the diseased air surfaces, but it is taken up 
by the blood and forms a constitutional treatment at the same 
time. 

‘rhe person sceking a health resort posts himself as to the rela- 
tive advantages of the different ones. You can make a bedroom 
a better and surer health re-sort than Colorado or the North-west. 
There is no neglecting ot business or pleasure, or inconveni-nce 
for a single moment, and the result is as certain as it is possible 
for human science to produce. ‘The Pillow-Inhaler is inexpensive, 
and within the reach of everybody. 

If you wish to know more about it, send for descriptive-pamph- 
let and testimonials, Address THE PILLOW-INHALER CO., 
1520 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 


THE MOST POPULAR IN USE. 
Leading Nos.: 048, 14, 180,333, 161. 
For SALE BY ALL STATIONERS. 

ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CO., 
Wort:s, Camden, N.J. 26 John St., New York 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 


RUPTURE 


Relieved and cured without the injury trusses inflict us Dr. J. A. 
SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Broadway, New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, nated for ten cents. 























8. 
‘Alf the above goods for 26 cts. Address, Se 
146 South 4 


VERY, ~ 
th Street, Williamsburg, N: ¥. 





To accommodate their growing business, Mess. Wyckoff, 





DR. LINOuUISsST’S 


Seamans & Benedict, of Nos. 281 & 283 Broadway, are 






>Spinal Misses’ Waist,.....g1'75 
P ist, po 






about to open a retail store, with largely increased facil- Spinal seas a Sa a 325 
bese 

ities, at No. 339 Broadway, where they will be pleased \ santas ae ne nets nae “4 
i \S delivered free anywhere in the U.8. 


to welcome their friends, old and new. Their rooms and on receiptof price. Lady Agents Wanted. 


Dr. Linquist’s Spinal Corset Co, ,412B’ way, New York. 











offices are being fitted up with special reference to con- 















venience and comfort in displaying and examining goods. | gena this orHolidays,thelargeNo.1Giant 
Th ; , ; adv. andan| S7% JUST OUTssraicres th script outfit,for $5 
€ recent improvements to the Standard Type-Writer ] order of @5| z : ise, Sipontae a, 


G IAN eee Tate oe with a script type 


50. le 8 a ti: , BC, 
W CEVANS SON. Ninth Se, Philssa: Pe 


and wesend 


place it further than ever in advance of all competitors. # 300° hromo| 





























Seal Plush Sacque, 40 inches long, quilted silk lining, seal loops, closely resembling the 

No. 1. real seal-skin sacque. d saan $22 .00 
Newmarket, with Cape of Finest French Beaver, trimmed with Hudson Bay Beave 

No. 2. Fur, black and colors. — - signees: $26.50 
Seal Plush Wrap, scarcely distinguishable from Alaska Seal, trimmed with broad 

No. -. Russia Lynx Fur and Tails, the most stylish Wrap of the Season. $50.00 


Wo. 4. Newmarket, of French Diagonal eaves, Pluck or Astrakhan trimmings, Tourist $14.95 


260 imported Newmarkets, elegantly braided, trimmed with Astrakhan, regular price $14.....+...+4. tmameeacee Seeeeteeee $7.95 


H. C. F. KOCH & SON 


HAVE CONSTANTLY ON HAND THE MOST COMPLETE STOCK OF LADIES’, MISSES’, AND CHIL 


DREN’S FINE WINTER WRAPS AND SUITS. THEIR STYLES ARE UNIVERSALLY SCS WLEDUED 


TO BE THE BEST IN THE CITY. 
EXERY GARMENT. SOLD, RY THEM 1S GUARANTEED A PERFECT FIT AND SUPERIOR IN 


EVERY WAY, (MEN TAILORS PRINCIPALLY BEING EMPLOYED), AN!) THEIR PRICE 
USUAL, LOWER THAN THOSE OF ANY OTHER HOUSE IN THE CITY. Orders oy - R. & filled. 


6th Avenue and 20th Streets New York. 







































































PUCK. _ "225 


Aw Irish newspaper publishes a poem, the 
RB OKER’S BITTERS opening line of which is “ Do ghlacfain tu gan 
The Oldest and Best of all ba gan punt, gan aireamb spreidh.” We don’t 
STOMACH BITTERS, know when we have seen a striking metaphor 

AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, more beautifully expressed. The author has 


To be had in Quarts and Pints. =. ” . a 
; the “divine afflatus”? the worst way.—orris- 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. y Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 


78 John Street, New York. “ Herald, sai WAREROOMS, 3 W. ith 8'r., N. Y. 

HE Venetian gondolier has a peculiar way a a 
of tying his craft; in fact it is the moor of Mecrech eg eeeet VARIETY OF FINE, 
Venice.— Boston Commercial Bulletin. SuMisoatnsassormentor ee 


iso a fine assortment of 
+ AMBER GOODS ALWAYS ON HAND. 
AcousTIC properties—ear trumpets.— Boston 
Star. 


347 BRooMI stitch HRs ental Hote.) 
CLOSE quarters—the miser’s.—Boston Star. 





























Blair’s Pills.—Great English Gout and Rheumatic Remedy 


Oval box, $1; round, socents. At all druggists. 
FR. ULRICH, e. oe 
) 


Peo ae yo ls pe eee 








4. 156 BOWERY 1i56 
NY HHA Portraits of the size of ordinary postage-stamps a specialty. 4 ) 
il Hy / A 12 Se eee 100 — am Bee oe eee New , _— 
ald Year's Cards with Portraits for only $5.00. Send photograph and - 
money order to HON a 9 e 
EF. ULRICH, 156 BOWERY. an 
z Send one, two, three or five dollars FINE FURS, ete. 


excellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over tha - 
wee <ot Devan, Diarrhea, Dover and Ay ve, «nd all for a retail box, by express, of the best 
disorders of the Digestive ns. A few drops imparta delicious, flavor Candies in the World, put up in hand- We are offering an elegant assortment 
to @ giass ofchampagne, and to all summer drinks, Try it, -nd some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable . : 7 : .2.. 
Deware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or ‘ruggist for the genuino fi ; T of Gennine London-Dyed Seal Skins in 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. ee Ulsters, Paletots and Sacques, Fur Trim 
J. W. WUPPERMANN, 80LE AGENT. Address Cc. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, mings and Small Furs, The latest styles 
51 BROADWAY. N: Y. 78 Madison St., Chicago. ag Age ter ae = " . 
in Fur Lined Garments, Fur Robes, &c., 


together with a fine selection of Street, 


ATTRACTIVE HOLIDAY GIFTS The Latest Novelty! Reception and Evening Costumes of Paris 
Fer the Season of 1se4--1565.|MOVING PICTURE SERIES. siodhs of Chota: Spare Wage, Union, 


Cloth Jackets, etc. 


Broadens HK 19th ot. 


New York. 

















PRICE 


PER VOLUME, 
$2.00. 





IPER HEIDSIECK—Quarts, $2:; pints, $:3.50 dozen; Bass’S 

pale ale, 8 dozen for $16; domestic wines, $9 dozen; alcohol, 
$3 gallon; bay rum, $3.50 gallon; extract Witch Hazel (same as 
Pond’s Extract), $2 gal on; elegant cigars, #5, $6. $7, $8, $9 and 
$10 per hundred. New York Purchasing Co., buyers and 
sellers of all kinds of goods, 62 John St., N. Y. 


CASSOMIA COMPANY (LIMITED), 


Corner 107th Street & Rexington Abenue. 



































<- + 
OER > . ‘ I direct of 8 ish, F h, G aH rarian Wines, « 
BEFORE MOVING. AFTER MOVING. Chamtpagnes, Brandies and Cordials. Sold at Geen mane prices. “all 
VOLUME I.—Live Animals. Contents: 1, Live Animals; 2, The Storks; 3, The Donkey and the Dog; 4, The Chickens: goods guaranteed Pure. o 
5, The Goat and the Artist; 6, The Dragon-Fly; 7, The Swallow’s Nest. sth , ! 
VOLUME II.—More Living Animals, Convents: 1, More Living Animals; 2, The Cart Horse; 3, The Flock of Sheep; 3 ; 
' 4, The Little Girl and the Doves; 5, The Siudent and the Dog: 6, ‘he Fox and the Chickens; 7, The Owl. , ; 
vVoLuns TiL— Moving Anime) Pictures. a Je Moving Animal Pictures; 2, ‘the Happy Family; 3, Geese 
’ ucks an ickens; 4, The Watch Dog; 5, The Deer and tne Squirrel; 6, ‘The Four Cows; 7, The Rider. : 
- waa SERIgs are a complete novelty in the line of Children’s Picture Books. Each Volume is complete, and can CEA MDP AGI = f 
——— <e> oe ’ f 
Dry and Extra Dry. ; 
THE SHOWMAN’S: SERIES A Novelty in Picture Books. L:ving Pictures and ra 
as Scenes in Perspective. Each Volume Complete. 178 Duane St. 9 N. Y. { 
Volumes I., II., III. & IV. Price per Volume, $1,650. | 
FREE! FREE! 
. © | 
To introduce our New and Popular Books at once, we make the : 


following liberal offer for the Holidays: The person telling us the 

longest verse in the Bible before Jan, 1st, will receive aSolld Gold | 
Hunting Cased Lady’s Watch worth $50.00, If there 

be more than one correct answer the second will receive a Solid } 
Silver, Stem Winding, Gentleman’s Watch werth 

$25.00, the third a key winding Silver Watch. Each perscn j 
mustsend with their answer 26c. in stamps, for postage, for which } 
fg tee A Valuable and Popular Books asfollow:: | 

1, Manual of Etiquette, for ladies and gentlemen, @ guide to polite f 





ness and good breeding, giving the rules of modern etiquette for all 
occasions, 2, The Standard Letter Writer, for ladies and gentlemen. } ? 
A complete guide to correspondence, giving plain directions for the t 
—— of letters of every kind with innumerable forms and ex- ' 
amples, %, Winter Evening Recreations, large collection of Actirg 
Charades, Tableaux, Games, Puzzles, &c., for social gatherings, pri 
vate theatricals and evenings at home; fllustrated. 4, Dialogues, 
Recitations and Readings, a larze and chvice collection for school 
exhibitions and public and priva‘e entertainments. 5, Parlor Magic 
and Chemical Experiments, a book which tells how to perform bun- 
dreds of amusing tricks in magic and instructive experiments with 
simple agents. 6, Sixteen Complete Stories, by popular authors, em- 
bracing love, humorous and detective stories, storics of society life, of 
adventure, of railway life, etc., all very interesting. 7, Fancy Work 
for Home Adornment, an entirely new work upon thissubject, con- 
taining easy and practical instructions for making fancy baskets, wal! 
pockets, brackets, needle work, embroidery, etc., etc., profusely and 
elegantly illustrated, Cut this out and name paper. Address 

E. G. BABCOCK & CO., CINTERBR: K, CONN. 




















| stad Contents: 
VOLUME I.—Living Pictures, Four Scenes in Perspective, for the amusement and d li ht of children 


VOLUME II.—The Mammoth M i 3 i i 
exhibition of two and ey hme pone sero ne ae eee oe ey AG 15 oth a MOAPITOL CARD OO.. Hartiord, Coun 
. *: rtfora, ° t 


VOLUME III.—The Theatre Picture Book. Four Scenes for Good Children, with new and improved decorations and text 
German THMEs never. ut RE ri 











~“? Winter. By B. K. VALENTINE. 
‘THE SHowman’s Serirs’”’ are considered the handsomest and most interesting cS i i 
ae. side k ands F st ix sting picture books for children; they are printed 
from large, clear type, bound in hand-:ome, illuminated covers, and will undoubtedly be the leading holiday attraction of the const n. 


| For Sale by All Booksellers and Newsdealers Throughout the United States and Canada. 
THE INTERNATIONAL NEWS COMPANY, 29 & 31 Beekman St, N. Y., 


General Agents. 


Setlist ~ -— —~ —— a i —— ———— — 


VOLUME IV.—The Children’s Year. Songs for all the Seasons, telling of happy days in Spring, Summer, Autumn and 
ve tm-' 







mediate relief in the worst cases,insures comfort- 
able sleep ; effects cures wherea!l others fail, A 
trial convinces the most skeptical, Price and 
istsor by mail. oy de ER 

‘au 






00,0: ru 
fi tan. Da. R. SCHIFFMAN 
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RA IN NEW YORK.—WILL' IT HAVE TO GO A-BEGGING? 
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MAYER, MERKEL & OTTMANN, LiTH 21-25 WARREN ST NY 




















